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"Train's late." announced Peter Pol

lock.
lie paid It apologetically. But, fo

the matter of that, he always spoke* 1
an humble manner to Mrs. Pollock.t
this Mrs. Pollock. He had been dom
Inecrlng enough with poor, little, gen
tie, dove-eyed Syrlnga, who Just tw
years ago had been laid to rest on th

rocky slope of a desolate Nebraak
prairie. The neighbors said she neede>
a rest if ever a person did. Even th
preacher said something in his sermo

about her having earned repose. Peo
pie wondered how Peter hud ever le
her take time to die. Peter was a han
man and nn unsympathetic husband
but there were those who decided tha
he appreciated her when she was goni'
He had asked the minister several ques
tlons as to reunion after death, am
when he went down to Kansas Cit;
with n car of cattle It became rumorei
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hope of establishing corr.munlcatloi
with the little creature he had workei
to death, us he would never dream o

Working a, valuable horse. But when
elx months before the particular trail
he especially desired to catch happene<
to be late he married Miss iteglni
Jenks, his fellow farmers grinned an<
rubbed their beards and said he hat
met his match.

"Late!" echoed Mrs. Pollock, In i

deep voice. "How late?'*
"I.I didn't think to ask, Ileglna."
His spouse bestowed a withering lool

upon him. She at on the high sprlni
seat of the farm wagon, holding th<
reins over a spruce span of horses. II'
stood on the platform. She was looklnj
down upon him, so she had the advantage.It Is easier to wither with a lool
when one Is higher than the person t<
be withered.
"Go and ask," she commanded, In thi

same deep tones.
He went as fast as his shambling feet

accustomed to plodding behind plov
and harrow, would carry his span
frame, premanturely bent by labor nn<
penurious self denial. Mrs. Pollock, sit
ting still' as a ramrod, glanced con
temptuously after him. She was a bl|
boned, rigid, flat-chested woman, wltl
a firm-hewn face of Indian outline. In
deed many said confidently that sht
camp rlchtfullv bv her bolil hawk nose

straight black hair and striding wall:
Her skirt was brown as a catalpa ii
November, and the town drayman hat
been heard to remark that her glmle
eyes "would bore a hoTe in a fOiler':
back."
Peter came back, followed by th*

agent, a friendly fellow, with his ha
on the back of his head and a quid o
tobacco In his mouth.
"Morning, Mrs. Pollock. Fine day

Train's four hours late. Washout a
Red Cloud."
"What time does the Rock Islam

train leave?"
"In an hour and a half."
"Then we got time to drive over t<

Narky and catch that. Climb in
Peter."
Peter climbed In. She tolled thi

horses skillfully out of the depot en
closure and turned their heads west 01
a level road, which presently .turnin;
south and crossing the railroad track
brought them to the base of the hii
which marked the state line and di
vided Nebraska from Kansas.

It was a glorious midwinter day.th
kind of a day that one lines only oi
the plains. Around the rolling plain
stretched, measureless, magnificent
The air was so clear one could see th
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bon. along the bluffs many miles away
There were field? of tawny cornstalk
and fields where winter wheat glenme<
emerald green.a verdant prophecy. 1
pond, where the wild ducks came ti
lloat. was brimming and purple. An<
overhead was a sky of intinlte beautyblue and foam-fleeced as a sky of June
"What," demanded Mr.«. Pollock e<

suddenly that Peter jumped, "what dU
you sigh for?"
"Did I sigh?"
"You did. What's more. I often catcl

you a-slghlng. And I don't Ilk* It. Yoi
usetl to be as jolly a man as there wa
In Thayer county. Now when you aln'
a-slghlng your'e groaning. You mak
me think of our old wind mill tha
keeps a-creaklng and a-creaklng. 1"v>
heard tell of that fool trick you don.
last time when you was down to Kan
8a* City."
She turned in the seat and lookei

sternly down upon him. "I don't wan
none of tnat done now, Peter Pollock.'
"What fool trick?" demanded Peter

faintly.
"You know right well. Colng to t?ei

them spiritualists to try SyringyI ain't going to jaw abut:, h it. thoug]I will say that a man with at* muol
sense as a settln' hen has got oughto know better. But now It's me that'
your lawful wife, and I won't have yoiphilandering after another womandead or alive."
"Very well. Itpelnn."
"You promise you won't go a-huntlnher ghost around?"
"I promise."
"And "ou can lot the live ones botoo. I don't hold that It helps a man'character to go to the places they caltheayter*. where shamlcss hussies pla:and flng and dance worsu'n that wlckeigirl did before King Herod. When yoihave settled about the mortgage and gome a drees pattern, and nttended tithem other little things I told you of

you come straight homo. This h«re'iMonday. You could make It to tfet baclto-morrow nlpht, but I'll look for yoiWednesday at the latest. You've go$10 over and above your ticket. Yoi
can tell me whut you done with ever;quarter of It when you tome backThere's no call for you to have youhair cut at the barber's. I can do 1and save the price. And you don't nec<to buy peanuts. It's awful wasteful vchar,- up a quarter of a bushel of coriIn Ave cents' worth of peanuts. Yoihear?"
"Oh. yes, I hear."
"And you'll let the women alonebothkinds? Say 'So help me.' "

"1 will." panted Peter. "I will.sosohelp me."
It was Mrs. Pollock now who'rtlghei.a sigh of satisfaction. Il'-r srlm mout!relaxed at the corners. As near an anproach to a smile r.s sho ever permitted herself flitted over h»*r stern rountennnce. She h<Md him out the reins."Here, you may drive a bit." she saidPeter meekly and Joyfully ;:rabp'_*ithe extr-nded leathern lines. it wan gooto fe<-i his fjrlp on the leather, good{tflr.d th'- answwrlng concession or resistanre of the brutes ahead. Rood to bable to curb or urge ns the fancy of thRlfirtn-nl nt.1

,ivsii-.riic<l JUJII.
If Reglna had the face of an India;she also had the hearing."Train's coming," slits declared,h^ertf It. It'H ft Ions way off.a goo>twelve mile It must be to that statloiwent, but I heerd It. You'd better puuthem a bit. We don't want to miss twtralnr. In one day."Peter pushed them. A gratitude fothf permission swept over him likevibrant Joy. He loosened the r<-ln;H<« leaned forward, lie shouted at thanimals.
"Olt up, fjyp! c;it up. Nannie'."The road was high, level, hard nIron. The farm horses sped over It «a Hn" raw-, the clumpy wagon roeklnat their heels. In th** distance, again?tlv- azure expanse, a faint trail of srrnikbecame visible. Faster.anil fasteiThen they were rumbling up the *tre<of th" little, nev;, ugly Kansas towrand the expreru was sweeping down thflittering mils away to the west. Petelumped down as they reached the plalform.
"Don't trouble to g"t down, RegtniIt ain't worth while.""I never thought of doing so, Peter."l/ook out the t»am don't scare.""Don't be afraid, Peter, when 1 gcthe lines."
"Well, good-by, flrglna.""Good-by. You'd belter hustle fo

your tlcltet. And don't forget what I
told you."
Peter wasn't' likely to forget. He

r found himself In a serious and unpleasnant situation as the train bore him
o eastward. Ho had told Reglna a lie

about the necessity for going to Kansas
City. There was no particular need to

" attend to the mortgage Just then. lie
0 hud made out that his presence In the
q chief city In Missouri on a certain day

was Important aud Imperative- He had
11 cherished a sneaking determination to
J have another "spirit" Interview With
e Syrlnga, to tell her.but that was Perttor's secret. Anyhow, when he found

himself In a position from which he
could not recede, and In which his nieiltdaclty had placed him, he hud been

d pledged to abstain from the one en1thralling enticement which was draw'lng him to a larger town than that of
c Hubble. Not that his wife's strictures

upon the theatre annoyed him. The
footlights held no fascination for a man

\ tortured by self-scorn and hounded by
V remorse. To be shut out from the audaclouscharms of sirens was no deprlva-
e tlon. but to have spooks also denied

to him was a sad blow.
j He pulled at his stubby.beard and

stared out of the window as the train
flew along. He was a man of his word.
He had never broken, his word. He

v
would not do It now. But how, apart

j from Reglna's few commissions, should
j he spend his time In the big place to

which he was speeding? And then the *

t needless expense of this wholly unnec-

estsnry Journey! 1

He spent th*- night In a cheap lodging '

z house opposite the depot. The next
- mornlne he went up Into th* town, ex-

2 ecutcd Regina's commlaslonn, unci hung
s around tlv.* window wherein the clair;voyant's sign was displayed until it

was time to catch his train. He wont
; straight back to Bubble, and alighted In
3 the clear yellow light of a wonderful

January sunset.the only passenger
2 from the east. J

"Caught your train on the Hock Is-
land, did you?" asked the agent, shoul- ,

£ deiinp the mail bag?. "Had a pleasant ,
? trip? That's good. Cheers one up to get

away from home and see the sights in
a while. News? No; none I've heard

^ unless about Mrs. Cicero Morrison. She
*

^ ha?-had a turn for the worse, and Eld-
ridge ^as given her up. Says she can't j

2 live the night out. Your team ain't here, ">
I see. Guess Mrs. Pollock wasn't look-
ins; for you so soon." ]

i He gave the heavy sacks en extra j
i hunch on his shoulder, and walked off,
i bending under their weight, up the j
s main street of the town. Trembling

and open-mouthed the prosperous far' t
? mer stood looking after him. His face r
t was ashen with agitation. A queer ex- ]
f presaion. several expressions, indeed, of «

hope, daring, doubt, quiveredx like sheet j
lightning across his countenance. a

t Dying! Mrs. Morrison.commonly
called Mrs. Cicero to distinguish her

1 from her sister-in-law, Mrs. Sam Mor- 1
rlson.was dying. Why not send by t
her a message to Syringa? He had I

J heard of such things being done. He
felt confident the message would be delivered.He felt jubilant th.it he had not

? delayed In Kansas City. Some merciful r
power must have impelled him to has.ten homeward before it would be -too

' lute to deliver to the living a message
j for the dead. And Kegina had not expectedhim. or she would either have

come herself or have sent the chore boy
. with the team. It was all arranged
n beautifully. He felt hf could not have
$ settled matters more satisfactorily

himself than som? remote and benefiecent power had done.
"I'll hire n liver?.* rig. by gum!" he de.elded, in the first Hush of his enthussiasm. "I'll drive out there.no, that

1 wouldn't do. They'd wonder, and ask
questions, and Regina might get word

» of It. Xo, I'll walk out. I'll go in real
1 careless like, and say Mrs. Pollock had
me come over to Inquire for Mrs. Cicero.
I'M /ling in something- easy and natural

j about Mrs. Pollock and Mrs, Cicero
1 having been such frivr.d5. They was. I

believe, before Mrs. Cicero's Jelly cake
tcok the prizr* over Regina'* at the 1

; county fair. Well, h^re goes!"
: Il« started cut. walking up the main
^ street, but at the first turning he
n branched .">rf to the loft, and followed

the road that ran cast beside the
tracks. He walked rapidly, if sornewhatstealthily. Pleasurable exelte

n»lirf 'irHlml Himl« .v

peii to glance back over his shoulder,
j Hut the apprehension which now und
t then seemed to stir. his heart in his

bo«om was each time succeeded by a
stronger sensation of satisfaction.of
mysterious and spiritual exaltation

5 which the objcct c-C his pilgrimage en.gendered.
1 About n mile from town he turned
1 north, und. crossing n little bridge,1 struck out along a road bordered with
* huddled brown trees.poor, naked
1 things, shivering against a steel gray

sky. In the distance ahead he could see
u pair of tawny horses approaching.

"It's Eldridge's buggy!" he exclaimed."She ain't dead yet. thank God I"
He hastened his steps, but was not In

time to intercept the physician, who
j! shortly after came out of the house, gotj Into the. vehicle, and, turning the team.
. drove aWtiy In .an opposite direction
I from that in which Pollock approached.
t The light was growing dim when Peter
l readied th<* house. Tt was a somber old
^ frame building, set back from the road

In a bare and treelsss yard. Cicero
n 'Morrison, In his shirt sleeves, and oar<ryln.q t\ pull in each hand, was turning
i toward* the rear of the house as Peter
t came to the d<)or.
l "I believe I'll g » !n a bit," said Peter,
Y "If j'ou don't mind,1'

"0, I don't mind," returned Cicero,
r "Go on in."
t PMcr was about to knock when the
I dcor Wft« opened nnd Mrs. Hatn Mor0rison appeared, ohe was" a toothless
n woman, clad in a faded blue cottonJ gown, with a bow of soiled pink ribbon

at her scraggy throat.
"I don't like to be presumln', Mrs.

Sam," said P'rt^r, timidly, "nut Pve a
ronson for wanting to see her nlone a
few minutes If I might mnk'* ho boM."

* "To be sure.why not?" said Mrs.
Ham. "You naturally would Just comIn.jfback from a Journ«*y and all that.
She's Jr. th'Tf to the right. The othor |~

folks nre eating supper In the kitchen.
I wouldn't talk lbttff, though, !f \ was
you. Bh«:'3 pretty well tuckf-v-d out."

,i "I won't," I'otcr assured hcv (?ratt»-
j limy.

Hi- tiptoed forward, his old felt hot
clutched In his nervous flHirers, his
heart beat Inn hard. He turned the han-
'lie of the door Indicated. From .'i room
In the back of the house came the rat-

11 tie of crockery, the clatter of knives
and forks, and the round of voices. TheI bllndH v/er doivn In the apartinznt PoJter entered. A lamp. Its feeble Blare" banished from the bed bv n. coat hungh on the back of a rocker, stood on a tnuble In a corner .if the room. The bed-
clothes outlined a motionless form. The

r face of tht; woman In the bed was bur-il led in the pillows. A hand on the cover' let and tangle of dark hair were all" peter could r.'-'r tin he sot softly down
beside the bed.
"Mrs. Clcrt'o," he be^on In on rxclt-

ed whisper, "you don't need to answer
bach. .Junt move your hand If youunderstand nnd mean 'yor..' I know
how weak you are. I won't stay but a
minute. I f'-lt I couldn't let you go
without us!;L*];; I.' you'd take a message
where you're r. inn.a message from ins^ to Syrlng;,

r T!i«ri tii-re was silence In the room.
"I'd take it a groat favor," went onPeter, tremulously, "if you'd only say

i. when you meet h r: 'HyrJngy, Peter
<ome to «e-' me I" fore I left my mortal* sph» r.\ nnd he wanted f should say <rj
you that lie Ji,ved you, dear, nil the tenit yrars he drove you so hard, though he
never 1-t on. Nov;, he wishes he had.II': wishes you'd got the stuff down your wanted to wear to Mary Luken'n wed-

ding. He wishes he'd pot a girl to helpyou during the thrashing. He wisheshe'd done more of the mllkln' himself,unci had-let you have the butter and egg
money. Ile'a a-thlnkln* all the time ofhow sweet you was when you marriedhim. and come out from the millineryshop on to the farm. He remembers
how white your hands was,* and what
pretty clothes you had.ribbons, and
such ltlce. And ho keeps remembering,tco. how you got to look so thin, and!sad. and stooped.and O. how awful
hard-worked your pretty hands lookedwhen they was crossed on your breast
In the coflln. And.and." his voice
broke, and he gulped, "he'd like you to
know that he's sorry.sorry.and that,
If he could only live them ten years over
again things would be different.o, bo
different!"
Again there was silence In the room."Do you understand all I said, Mrs.

Cicero? If you do, move your hand."
The lingers on the coverlet moved

restlessly.
"That's right, I'm- thankful to you.Mrs. Cicero. I must hurry and getthrough before the folks come. You'lltell her that, I know, and Jf she seems

hurt about my.about my gettln' marriedagain, why Just tell her she can't
feel any worse about that than I do."
The hand on the bed opened and

shut.
"Tell her I wanted some one to look

after the young calves, and the milk,and all the rest of It. I didn't think I
was gettln' one that wouldn't let me
call my foul my own, but that's Just
what happened to me.and served me
right ror an old fool. Tell her I caught
i Tartar, Mrs. Cicero.a brown-sklnuedold maid that.did pou speak, Mrs.
Cicero? No? I thought you said some;hlng.Well, I'm grttlr.' my punishment
srood and hard. Tell her an angel out
jf heaven couldn't live peaceable with
the kind of a wife I got now, nagging,
cantankerous, email as ground spice,
and bitter us green gooseberries."
The hand on the bed opened and
Jutehrd convulsively, Peter Pollock
ore with a sigh of relief.
"You're awful good to take these messagesfor me, Mrs. Cicero. Tell her,too,

that I'm goln' to sell a lot of hogs that I
;ot In partnership with Dick Howard.
She.that plson Ivy 1 married.don't
know a. thing about, them, and she'll
lever guess where the money come from
vhen the finest tumestone thateverwas
Planted In th« Bubble cemetery goes up
>ver Syrlngy's grave. I'm going now,
ind my heart's best thanks to you. I
ivlsh I could do something in return,
['here ain't much I can do. I'll go to
our funeral In a carriage, Mrs. Cicero,
md I'll send in some of thecuttin'a offn
7iy lilac bushed to be set out in your
ot. Good-by, and my dear love to
Syrlngy."
He met no one as he stole out, escaped

from the vicinity of the house, and
started to walk home. He had to pass
hrough town to reach his farm In the
lorth. As he walked up the main street
le noticed that the door of the furniture
'.hop was open and that the drayman
ind Mr. McLelland, the undertaker,
vere lifting a pine box Into a wagon.
"Hallo." he said, "who's dead?"
Mr. McLelland, hobbling around as

jrlskly as his stiff leg would permit,
urned his shrewd, white-bearded old
'ace over his shoulder.
"Mrs. Morrison.Mrs. Cicero."
"Wh.at!" gafcped Peter.
He fell back, staring wildly at the two

Tien.
"Yes, she died this afternoon. Doc

3ldrldge didn't know, and he went out
here. She was dead when he got there,
so Eldrldge come back. Satn Morrison
las been here and made all arrange-
nents. He did pick out a real pretty
:asket, If I do say It.quite us fashlonibloa one as haa ever been brought to
Bubble."
Peter stood riveted to th«» sidewalk.
"What's th*; matter with you. Polock?"the drayman questioned. "Ain't

,*ou feelin' koocI?"
"She.she moved her hand!" blurted

Peter.
McLelland turned from his congenial
ask to peer at the speaker. The druynangrinned as he lifted the hitching
,velght into the wagon.
"Aw. lie's been to Kansas City, ami

ie's come home rocky. They alius git
ull when they go there."
"Cut he's a prohibitionist!" protested
he undertaker In a shocked undertone.
"Prohibitionist nawthln'! They all
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a cannon. The pound caine from dlrcetl:
Homo day, they nay, the bridge will fall,
Hurlaco cars nil go turnbllnft/lnta the Bat
time to come, but the public are ufruid
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tho genera, health. Mr. J. ^Y. Orpe, C
twenty years' standing-. Pe-ru-na cure

Dr. S. B. Jiartman, Columbus, 0.
Deaii Sir:.4,I was afflicted with a

standing. 1 had been partially deaf
mouths ago I had to he propped up ic
fear of choking. I did not think I coul
however, and now believe myself to I

perfectly free and easy, and I cunxiot
Pe-ru-na and Man-a-lln. The catarrh
to affect ino now."

Catarrh must be attacked vigorous
cured. To treat, catarrh properly it inu

Dr. Hartman'u books on catarrhal
to tho Pc-ru-ari Medicino Co., Colutnb
tirrounds the Bubject of catarrh, and o

all may understand. Special book for
mailed to women only. All druggiata s

git full when they go to Kansas City, I
tell you. HI, there, you Jenny!"
Peter Pollock made hla way homehow,he never precisely knew. lie rememberedafterward thinking that the

road was rough and he staggered severaltimes, as If indeed there had been
some foundation for the suspicion of the
drayman. All he could think of was the
terrible quiet figure tin the bed.all he
could see was the hand that had moved,
not once but several times. There was
no light In his house when he reached it.
He reached the kitchen and lit a lamp.
Evidently the chore boy had got. Ma
own supper, and afterward gone to bed.
Pollock sat down In the cold, bare room,
and leaned his head on his hands. A
house wasn't of much account without
without a woman in it. and Itegina was
ns clean and thorough and capable a
housekeeper ns there was In the whole
state of Nebraska. If she had her faults.
The feeling of llght-headednesa wore

off after awhile, and despite his uncannyexperience Mr. Pollock became
aware that he was hungry. If Reglna
were there she would fry him a slice of
ham and make him a cup of coffee that
would cause him to feel like giving a
whole dollar to the collection for the
missionary society. Syrlnga was sweet
.sweet, but there never was a better

was 10 o'clock. The hungrier Mr. Pollockgrew the more he appreciated the
domestic virtues aiul culinary acquirement!*of his wife. By the way, where
vvas his wife? "Where wan Regina?
At 11 buggy wheels stopped before

the lioor. Peter heard voices without.
Then there were steps around the side
of the house, and Reglna came Into
the kitchen.
"Where have you been?" asked

Peter.
Sh/. Inking off her hornet and

cloak. She looked broken and weak.
as if she had uecn ill for a Jong llm^."They ser.t for me when Mary Morrisonwas taken bad yesterday. I had
just not back from seeing you. off. I
went over there. Mrs. Gll^s and Carl
said they would-s^e to things a bout
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^IC 11EP0HT ON THE 1JIIOOKLYN Blti
1/,'e were Htnrtlcd the other mornlnj; to hr
; underneath th*m. It wan the parting o

and ttyw there will be the moMt awful cnl
rt river be la iv. The bridge commltfidouer
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'HE WIND.
Improper Treatment of Catarrh or

Neglect of It Invites Trouble.

^ Mr. J. W. Onrr/a ExpcueVcb.

r>t ] t nacfi
us; It irritates us; then it changes Its
name and kills us. Four-fifths of

ur people have catarrh. Soruo liove it
lililly, some severely. Many struggle
agaiustit; others neglect it, but ignoringcatarrh or treating it improperly

is piling up trouble.
Pe-ru-na attacks catarrh in its

v\5&». atroncrhold.the mucous mrm-

SSpE^^fcranes. unci literally drives
it oat. Dr. Hartman, the

originator of Pe-ru-na, has been
h curing catarrh for many years,

and he docs it with Pe-ru-na.
The universal expcricnco with

ic uro o! Pe-ru-na in that expelling the
itarrh builds tip the system und benefits
Juanah, Texas, had chronic catarrh of
d him completely, ilere is bis letter:

case of chronic catarrh of twenty years'
3n the left side for twelve years. Six
bed at night and lie on my side for

d be cured. I began talcing Pe-ru-na,
>e thoroughly cured. My breathing is
too highly rccommend your remedies,
docs not, in the slightest degree, seem

ilv and intelligently or it cr.n ncter bo
st be understood.
diseases are mailed free on application
us, O. They remove the mystery that
ire written in a common-sense vein that
women," called " Health and Beauty,'*
ell Pe-ru-na.

here. I dldnt' like to ccme back until
It was all over. Mrs. Sam Is r.o accountto manage, you know, and there
wasn't anybody eise to get the heft
or tilings. I'd come away as qulclc
as she died-this afternoon If It wasn't
that one of my bad headaches came
on. I lay down awhile to see If I
could re;* it off. Mrs. Sam said she
wouldn't let anyone In to bother me,
but I said if you should get home
from Kansas City to-night, and come
after me, you'd be anxious, and she'd
better Jet you In a spelt."
.She took the front lids off the stove,

shook down the ashes and began pilingIn cobs from n bushel basket.
Peter sat motionless watching her. Her
foca wns gray and strained In the
lamp light, and a strange look was
deepening upon It.a look of mystificationthat was merging Into one of
alarm.of horror. This horror was
only held In check by the calmness of
the woman who was filling the kettle,
and who now swung It on the blazing
lire.

"I'll make you a cup of coffee, Peter."she said; "you look clean beat."
He did not reply. The fearful f.YVclnaitlonof his conjecture was still

fT.rorjg upon him. She tied on an
apron and ground the coffee, all the
time maintaining a silence that was
meekly stubborn. She did not speak
while she cut and fried the ham o!
which he had dreamed, poached a
couple of eggs and sliced the light,
home-made bread, nor even when she
poured th*» Tich cream In his cofTe»> and
set the delicious meal before him. He
ate and drank. Refreshed and stimulatedhe looked pleadingly up at the
second Mrs. Pollock.
"Ileginn." he asked, "was you layln'

down in the room to the right?"
"I was."
"And.and was ii you I gave the.

the " .He faltered, broke down.
"The mCHsage to Syrlng&\ Yes.It

wn.*."
Then there wnsn't a sound In the

1; 1 tehen save the ticking of.the clock
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ar ii great report lllco (ho oxploplon of
f another cable of the Brooklyn bridge,
aHtrojihc of history,,\vhon the "L" and
« my that the la flafo for a long

and the purring of the cat behind the
stove.
"Reglna," he faltered at length.
"Well?" The voice'was hard and

his heart sank. But the coffee had put
pluck Into him. So he said resolutely,
"I'm dreadful sorry."
The second Mrs. Pollock wheeled

around and stood leaning against the
kitchen table, both hands gripping it
behind her back.
"So am I, Syringy was as sweet a

little soul us ever drew breath. She
was the only body that come and
nursed me when I had diphtheria and
there wasn't another person who would
come nigh me. I seen how you misusedher and I was sorry for her.like
other folks was. I married you when
you asked me because I wanted, a
home of my own, and I alius thought
I'd like to have 'Mrs.' cut on my
gravestone. It looks more respectful
and as if some man had wanted you.
But 1 hadn't got the sorrow for ;thaf
poor little thing out of my head,'and
not huvlng any particular love for
fou I made up my mind I'd see who
was tyrant this time. . I was. I don't
think I was as bad as you made me
out this afternoon, but a body can't
see theirself, so maybe I was. And It
I was I'm sorry for It. If you'll call
It quits and begin again I'll be as gcod
a wife to you as I know how to be,
Peter Pollock."
He rose, touched, changed, entreating.In Ills hard old eyes was "somethingthat felt like tears."
"Oh, I will, Reglna, I will! You

call It quits, tco, and I will!"
So It Is safe to Infer that the messageKent to Syrlnga was never deliveredIn the celestial world.

ALL ABOUT, RIPLEY.
A Correspondent Gives the Jackson
County Sent n. Seml-OfT.How to Get
There.Two Hig Families.A Novel
Case In Court.

To tho Editor of tho Intelligenccr.
SIR:.The county scat of Jackson

county Is an interesting point. The
town of Ripley Is not unlike a great
many other towns in West Virginia, but
there are very few towns of, say, COO Inhabitantswhere more business is done
or where a more energetic lot oZ businessmen are found.
Ripley Is situated on Mill creek,twelve

miles from the Ohio river, and the citizenscommunicate with the outside
world principally by means of the Ripleyand Mill Creek Valley railway. This
Is a branch of the Ohio River railroad
and they run three trains a day each
way, made up of passengers, express,
mall, ties and almost everything else
you can think of.
The distance is twelve miles and for

flftv.flVM rontR thov tnW<» njmioniroN fhr>
entire distance In about an hour,'unless
the train tumbles over an embankment,
which It does at not Infrequent Intervals.However, the only Inconvenience
resulting Is the delay In travel. No one
Is ever hurt. In fact they tell me that
not long ago the coach rolled down a
bank, turning over twice and a woman
holding a babe In her arms crawled out
of the wreck with the infant still sleepingpeacefully.
lUpley was originally owned by WilliamParsons, and his descendants ore

legion. In fact they say if you took the
Parsons family and the Castos out of
the county, there wouldn't be enough
people left to summon a Jury. There
are .150 voters named Casto In the county.If you go out bnck and met a strangersay, "How do you do, Mr. Casto?"
If he hesitates just say, "Beg pardon,
Mr. Parsons, I mean." you are pretty
sure to be right that time.
The town was laid out by Jacob

Starcher, who also donated the public
square for a conrt house when It becamethe county seat In 1S33. The
town takes Its name from Harry Ripley,
a young man who met a watery grave
In Mill creek while going to claim hlfi
bride, having ills marriage license In his
pockot.
Hlpley is the centre of a big business.

Her three mercantile houses; the CarsonHtorc company. D. .T. Morrison and
Starcher liros. are up-to-date, use
printer's Ink liberally and draw trade
tV»»- iV.rfi- rnllnc. tirmiMtl

I met Sheriff Shlnn. The shorIfT won
quite a hit of notoriety as the executionerof John Morgan last December a

year ego. for the brutal murder «>f the
Pfost family. His expense was but ?COO.
the lightest. It Is clnlmed. ever made
for such ssrvlce. Mr. Shinn Is one of
the best posted men In the cojinty. He
says the financial affaire were never better.the people of the county are generallyprosperous and not a few farmers
have money to loan. He sayn money Is
very plentiful. He knows of several call
loans made at 2 per cent., and tltne loans
ar«» frequent at 0 per cent. He says
3,000.000 staves ami fully a quarter «.'f
a million ties will be marketed at Hipleythis season.
Circuit court was In session, with

Judge Reese Blizzard on the bench.
Judge Blizzard Is very popular In Jackeoncounty, and It Is the general sentimentof the people that he deserves
something good at the hands of the Republicanparty, and he will no doubt get
It. The case on trial was a peeullnr nne.
A woman named Golden married "Hod"
Bosworth in 1S87. He left her with nn
Infant child to support. For several
years he was not heard from and she
supposed he was dead. Finally she
married Ed. Reynolds. After three
months of married life he also loft her.
and now she has another babe to support.Then Bosworth reappeared, lie
and Reynolds and a woman who dip-!
liked her conspired to haye her sent to'
the penltnntlary for bigamy, thus tryingto separate the mother from her
children.
Prosecutor Seamnn was sick and could

not handle the case, but his assistant.
«T. M. Baker. Is one of the youngest, ns
well as one of the most promising membersof the bar. lie handled the case
well, assisted by E. L. Stnne. who, It
Is said, will be a candidate for the ofneeof prosecuting attorney nl the next
election.
Kx-Pronecullng Attorney Morris, of

Wet* el comity, who now lleres on a
farm In.Jacksnn county, volunteered
to defend the woman without charge,
ns did also ex-Clrcnll Judge V. S. Armstrongand O. A. Parsons. Th'» latter
Is the youngest member at the bar and
his argument to the jury caused a great
den I of comment. The jury returned a
verdict of not guilty.
Another case which attracts a great

deal of attention Is that brought by the
heirs of the late Henry J. Flbshcr. Mr.
Flcsher at one time owned a vast deal of
properly In this county, a large tract
In what Is now the town of Ripley Included.Now his heirs claim that becauseof the setting aside of a will
Revernl years ago and a series of other
complications, they own a fourth Interestin a whole block In Rlnley. AttorneysIrtive been employed and a
pretty letrai flRht is very likely to occur.
The newspaper fraternity* at RipleyIs composed of a pleasant trio. If. W.

Deem, of the Herald, has lonjr had the
reputation of publishing one of the host
[Papers In the state, and few men have
rlono more for the Republican party;Messrs. Woodwell and Prlckett, of the
Mountaineer, Issue a radical Democraticorgan.

Dr. Hull's Cou«h Syrup Cures sore
Lhroat, hoarseness and coughs. It Is
he spcctllc for throat and cheat affections.

CASTOR!A
lor Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have Always Bought
Slguatnro of

n
& Women ponfide their troubles to Mrs. Pink. !a I
(P ham and rely upon her advice. \

(Q Mrs. Piiilcham's counsel is safe counsd. ^ pf
A) Woman's life is a constant crisis. From \

$ girlhood to womanhood, then to motherhood >

and so on to tho perils of the "change of ]j|e." \

£) The history of every step is on Mrs. Pinkhnni'n >

^ records thousands of times and her vast ox- ^
perience and confidential advice,is at the free $
disposal of every woman who writes to her for ^

x aid. Her address is Lynn, Mass. ip».,iT
0 "Vour R/Ictficfaa is a GcrfscnJ" i]pi\0\
^ Writes fairs- PfilfflpC'' R'VIa I
\ "Dear Mrs. Pixkiiam.I want to thank l H'1'IjM

you for what you have done forme, ft'h-n

(& I wrote to you last June, I was almost a total
^ wfcck from female weakness. I was troubled
!\vith irregular and painful menstrua- f

tion, leucorrhcea, bearing-down pains, .MOT
soreness, and swelling of abdomen; JsKSSps's® | >i 'Sr ©Wr |
pain at right and left of womb; head- «?/
ache, backache, nervousness, and j J£
could neither eat nor sleep well. / 8
ham's Vegetable Compound,
Liver Pills, and using your SanctivcWash, I do not feel like
the same person. I am so glad

helped mo very much. MyI I

^ it my duty to express 81

^ was"very miserable and ^ ^ ^ ^^ losing flesh very fast; had K

^ ful^mcristroa'tion. I was J

t taking two"bottles I felt I^ like a new person. Your ii I -/'n fo£

i wnose advice is al- ^J||§
x ways at their disposal, free of charge. The \
nT knowledge that women only assist Mrs. Pink- \

ham in her correspondence with women about \
xT health, makes it,possible for the full details 9

to be given, without hesitation. K

^ P.Irs3 Gabh Cured of a Grest Affliction, qx "I think it is my duty to write you what your wonderful \
modicinc has dono for inc. I suitered with itching of the ex* ^ternal parts for six years, and was in misery day end night. 8

ytf) I lost flesh and bccamc weak. I tried everything I could A
Jx think of. My husband wanted me to seeAa doctor, but I could \(r not consent to that. Ho then wanted me try your medicine. &
^ mid tliis I agreed to do. I took Lvdia E. Pinkhani's Vege- q)$ table Compound, also used the Sanative Wash, and am to-day ^a changed woman. I am free from my misery, and can f,°10 \

bed and sleep like a baby. I can work with comfort, and it &
does not tire me as it did to walk. Your,remedies have done a |j§jwonders for me, and cannot be'1-nIi would not a e
be without them. They cured me of "a great affliction, and fog
why should they uot cure others ? I would advise every suiteringwoman to j^ive them a trial.".Hrs.J. S. E.Cobb. Bridge- ^\ ton Center, Tie. A | ,;v

1 Ask Mrs. Plnkham's Advice.A Woman /)

Best Understands a Woman's Ills. f

ti-'ofa 'Jrlc/te/ .t- Co. | Jr.Wc/ .{- C.'-_I

Ml IfAf'C ^le Water I
lll|.&ii3a Us Muddy..

Get a Water Filter
for 52.35 and up at

John Fiiedel & Co.'s,»«""« f


